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CONSTABLE MATTHEWS stood
at the dojlr of his little thatch-
ed cottage and sniffed lnquislt-

* Ively at the air, when a broad smile of
f contentment beamed on his wide,

happy face and his keen gray eyes
twinkled. i

"Gosh, but this weather's fine," he
exclaimed to himsdlf. and then his
glance strayed down the road Toward
the town Blore and a large group of
men standing in front of it. "Plan-
nin' some parade, 1 reckon." And
then he sauntered forth toward the
store but not on police business. In
fact, Sam Matthew seldom went anywhereon police business.because
that business was exceedingly dull at ]
North Point.

"H'lo, Sam," greeted some of the
men in front of the store, as the of^fleer hove into view. "Gonna pinch
some snuff?" <

/ The Joke was the oldest In North
Point, but Sam hesitated at the store
steps and grinned amiably.
"No, Just pluggin' along," he countered,humorously, aB he pointed to an

empty jaw, usuauy mwu wjiu » qum.i
And then, as he turned his back on

the crowd ot men and was about to
enter the store, a name came to his
ears that brought him up short.
"Classon!" Always a name ^o bo

reckoned with, mused Sam,, as he
A peered across the bridge toward ParBksboro. A name either feared, hated
V or loved, according to circumstances.

To be feared or hated, when the owner
ot the big mills at Parksboro was
mentioned. Nearly SO pbr cent of the
men at North Point drew Classon
Woolen Mills pay envelopes.and
nearly 80 per cent, of them hated the
owner cordially. For he was a hard

/ taskmaster and thoroughly selfish.
S-ai gazed sympathetically toward
his group of fellow-townspen as he

t thought of Classon's latest offense
against his workers.a refusal to Installa co-operative lunch room whero
they might get their lunches at cost.
And thinking of lunches, Sam smiled
remlnlscently sighed as he thought of
the bright, captivating and ministeringlittle angel.who also bore the
name of Classon.

Jj| How many of those men, mused
Sam tenderly, took slices, of chicken,

,/' bits of luscious fruit and the like in
their lunch boxes . borne to their

I women folks by Dorothy Classon.
Dorothy was so unlike her father in
every way as to make North Pointers
forget she was a Classon.generous
to her finger-tips, lovable to her

/ sllpper-tlps, and democratic to a

fault.
Sam listened to the wrangling for

° minuti»a 1latlaaa1v->fnr if Wflst

all too well known to him-r-and was
about.to enter the store when a

, dominant voice in, the group arrest-
: X ed his attention, and he crouohed in

the dark of the porch to listen un|t seem; What he heard chilled every
fiber of his body.
They couldn't do this thing, he

gasped, as ho crouched lower, listeningintently. And use him, Sam
Matthews, as a tool for theirpurposes.impossible!It was all very
well to hate Classon, to denounce
him, revile him, if they would.but
this thing.br-r-r, he shuddered.
And then he sorrowfully realized
thait they were right.they could use
him.he was their constable, sworn

' to uphold the law.
Without entering the store, he

.-waited' until the crowd dispersed to'"ward their homes, In whispering
groups, before he dragged his listless
steps up the road toward his home.
The moon had risen and threw its
silvery ray against the Bilver of his

I i ^mottled, downcast head, as he stood
flKat his front gate, wrapped in unhappyreflection,
y .And then, after a few minutes, he
heard footsteps at his back, crunchingon the gravel path. They were
coming after him.after their cbn'stable.to make him do his duty.

'*

. He hung his head and slightly
turned his face toward the house.
Then he breathed easier, for the
footsteps again receded up the street
and, he looked up, then was startled.

>- ' He recognized the couple. It was
Dorothy, and he noted regretfully
"her happy profile as she leaned on

^her escort's arm and smiled into his
face. Sam knew of the rotnanco of

'1 this couple and his warm old heart
fhad rejoiced as, for months past,
he had seen the girl stray past his

A»home on the arm of George Fulton,H(?the young assistant superintendent
- of the mills. A fine match, he agreed.

Fulton had fought his way through
[ the mills to the position he now1<

;held.perhaps the only one besides
.Dorothy who commanded a civil word
from tho elder Classon. Before this
night he had gazed fondly at the
picture of Fulton's dark handsome
head against the goldon head of Dorothyas they strolled through North
Point.
Sam shuddered now, and then ne

gazed apprehensively toward the
store. No one was in sight. Perhaps

'It wasn't too late.yet. He might
avert trouble after all And no complainthad yet been made to him as
an dfficer.
He followed the pair stealthily,

and then, as Dorothy entered the
gate of Mrs. Waters, the widow of

« an old mill employe, Sam noted that
w Fulton waited for her. He. quickened

his step and, passing Fulton with
barely a nod. hurried up the walk
and rang the bell.

"G'd evenln', Mrs. Waters," he
greeted the widow briefly aB she admittedhim. And then, noting Dor1

t othy, ho spoke quickly. "Please, Miss
Dorothy, the missus wants to see you
right away. Will you come now?"
"Why, sure," Dorothy greed, layinga package of tea on the table beforeMrs. Waters' grateful eyes. And

then bidding the widow a cheery
good-night, she followed Sam outa

"If you don't mind," he suggested,In a whisper, "we can get through the
bedgo. It's Quicker 1" |

[|Mter. r

.

"But Geilr.Mr. Fulton, what about'ilm?"
"I'll 'tend to htm," answered Sam!

Drtefly. "Please, Miss Dorothy .lurry." f
Without question, Dorothy fol-j

lowed the old constable Into his
sitting room/ Mrs. Matthews rose
ma welcomed her Impulsively. Sara!_loft the room hurriedly.
"Why. Miss Dorothy," exclaimed

Mrs. /latthews, happily, "this is indeeda surprise!"
"A surprise.' echoed Dorothy, nonpulsed."Why, didn't you send for

me? Mr. Matthews said "

She stopped abruptly as she beard
angry voices on the porch. ,

"Ye'd better sit out . and grit
lulck!" she heard Sam's shrill voice,
and then Fulton's deeper rumble
came to her fears.

"I'll do no such thing," snappedPillion. "M'lss Classon .Is with me.
and I'm going to see her home. Oh,
Dor." Dorothy heard him start
to call her name and then followed
a short scurrie, followed by a dull
thud. Dorothy screamed and then
the door opened and the old constablestaggered in bearing Fulton's limpform iu his arms, and dropping him
on the sofa.
"Mr. Matthews, what have youdone?" cried the girl, as she leaned

over Fulton's head, and then, as sue
drew her fingers away wet she
Btared horrified at Sam, who answeredher stare coolly. "How dare
you? You've killed him. You brute,
you fiend "

Dike a young lioness she snrane at
him, who withdrew a pace and held
ut his arms restrainingly.
"He's not dead," he replied, coolly,and then he turned to his wife

with an air of command. "Get some
warm water, ma, and bathe his head.
He'll come to in a minute. I'll be back
soon."
Mrs. Matthews stared at her husbandquestioningly, and then knowingly,as from long association with

a man whose wordly wisdom had
long since gained her complete confidence,turned a ministering hand
toward the young man. Dorothy ebent over him, calling' to him to come aback to life, revealing in her mental nstress an understanding long since 0divined by the older woman, ana ^then Just as Fulton's eyelids quiveredand he struggled to his feet, the door ltflew open and Sam reappeared, fol- hlowed by a clergyman. His reappearanceacted as a red flag to Doro- jtthy, but ho waived her aside as he jjwent toward the table and took up a eleather bound volume.
"Not so quick, Miss Dorothy," he adroned, whimsically. "And be a little jmore respectful to'ards th' law an' th' t,clergy." ^"Law!" she flared, scathingly. "Is

it lawful to strike a man cowardly *"

with a club when he "ti"God moves In mysterious ways s;his wonders to perform," replied the a
constable, and then he turned to the tl
clergyman. "Ain't I right, parson?"And then, to cut off another out- pburst from Dorothy, he opened the
book in his band. "Hold on, Miss t<
Dorothy, and let me explain. To si
begin with, your Daddy is a mean tiold AIMS. arid fVio Hntvo oil v»«*«

They've tried every way they know]to get simple justice out ot him, but tr
he's just plain honery, I reckon." ei
"But, what "ii
"Jest a minute. He told one of N

the boys that it didn't matter t' him n
a durn bit if their wimmen folks ,did have t' work,their arms off. An'
that he didn't keer a fiddler's cuss
if th' wimmen folks were ashamed
o' their shabby clothes.nubbody but
a dern fool keered what folks said
about 'em, says he. So th' boyswanted t' teach him a lesson. They's
an bid law down here in this town,what makes it a crime fer a young
couple t' be together on th' streets u

after dark. Nubbody ever paid much v'tension to it, 'cause I reckon th' jailwouldn't h' been large enough fer
'emlf they did. Th' boys kinda
thought yer Daddy"d be kinda ^changed a bit if they showed him "

what dlsgrace'd mean t' him, and *
beln's they've noticed you an' young "

Pulton out here several evenings together.theyaimed t' have me pinch n
y' fer violatin' th' old North Point <1
law!" b

ijul us nuicuious: Lwrotny;started to protest, vehemently."Granted. But that ain't sayln' ye &
none, n'r me neither. I knowed | hthey'd ketch y' on' th' way back t' a
town, so I had t' keep y" from goin'back. An' from violating th' law, b
too. Th' young feller kinda made u
it hard fer me, but I've kept y' front b
bein' pinched." Sam stopped,- peered b
wistfully from the girl to the young
man. and then turned his eyes to t<
the book again. b
"Th' law also sez," he continued, C!

glancing at the pair through half-closedlids, that a constable kin Issue mar- 81
ri.'O® licenses after dark and they b
ain't nothiri' t' keep a married folk 11
Trom trampfn* all over North Point together.Now, th' parson a klnda curl- a'
dus feller, an' when I met him outside E
a few minutes ago he was klnda won- 11
Serin' as whether you and Fulton likedeach other enough t " Sam's voice 0

) Ij MOTHER, WHAT L 1 OH
DO "foil THIHK | DA) OF T«vr BON ? | j
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HELP HIM }
MOST JIEN WANT DOMESTIC TY.

VATIOX OF DOMESTICITY
WAYS TO GET A HI

(lii*
"A little home f or

By EVELYN GREELY Ge
If ever men are analyzed into class- hoi

s and carefully tagged and labelcdj S
s to the kind of girls they ask to cai
tarry them, it will be found that most fro
f them want the domestic typo of ing
oman for a life-mate. hin
Therefore, if you find that your the
tver is this kind of a man, and you coi
ave a domestic disposition, the sm
xiner he learns of it and is sure of hei
, the sooner he will say those Tour j
ttle words that means so much to cat
eery woman: "Will you marry me?" sot
By domestic I do not mean gingham of
prons and curl papers.far from ft. bol
should call that the "slatternly" 1

tpe. The "domestic" girl is the girl see
bo makes a man say to rimself: fin

ailed off into a kind of smothered to,'
puttering, as ttre girl threw her arms am
round his neck and klsed him. And me
ten ahe glanced shyly at Fulton.
"Do we, George?" she asked, whis- is
eringly. my
"Let's show them," answered Ful- gel
in with alacrity, as he sprang to hot ret
ide.- and with his arm around her an<
ghtly, turned to face the clergy- cot
tan. »

"Ireckon they do," said Sam a few for
linutes later as the clergyman hanp-1 mai Fulton a parchment certificate, and he
nitating the young man he gave. Ma 1
[atthews a vociferious hug and a very 1 k
oLsy kiss.
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CONFESSIONS
OFA BRIDE

(Copyright, N. E. A.)
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/eeplng Never Makes Bob Tender, As ">5
Expect It to Do. «P<

mo
"I'll keep the yacht cruising off Vera f0U
ruz." Thus Daddy acquiesced with COi
is sou's arrangements, "We'll wait iov
board her until you bring Chris it it (
ikes all." j in
"So, sir! I beg of you not to wait sot

lore than three days," broke in Jor- we
an Spence. "If we are not with you ne'
y that time, Mr. Lorlmer, you must the
onclude that Boh and I have failed." as
"That's so," agreed Bob. "Spencci (
nd 1 can manage to get across ttia Ha
order safely, somehow. Don't worry my
bout us. Dad." jut
My husband's voice was confident ad'
ut his words chilled me. I hadn't, to,
p to that minute, had any idea that the
e would not arrive safely at the sea- I t
oard with Chrys in a reasonable am
mgth of time . I pulled Bob close coi
j the side of the car, snuggled my Ne
ead on his shoulder and began toJgei
ry! got
"Jane, my dear! Don't work your- did

Bit Into a spasm of hysteria like this, hoi
efore all these people!" he warned <
te. rer
A woman's tears always Irritate Bob cat
nd he always shows his annoyance, ant
oubtles lots of husbands hate tears (
t the same way but they do not show of

Weeping never makes Bob tender' "

t me as I expect It to do. I "came wa

TIffil)OINGS^FTi
u . .rTT.p VlHO DO Nou

' A
f

- TrtlWK HE. toRL|ktf>! IKPOWDfl HKK MOTHEC
OP HIM- I HELBlJ OR I

Tfil .J
i. "I .

i
'

n_. f"

I .I

'ROPOSE |
»E OF WOMAN AND CCLTI18ONE OF THE BEST
SBAND. j

the two of u»."
e. won't It be great to nave a little
ne for the two of us."
she is the kind of girl that a man
i imagine himself coming HOME to
m the office or the shop and feel;GIiAD that she i3 there to greet
a with a Kiss at the door. She is
kind of a girl he can imagine as

ning up behind his chair and
oothing back the hair from his foreid.
tud she is the sort of glri that he
1 imagine bending over a tiny crib
ne day and crooning to a tiny bit
humanity that belongs to them
it.
f you are that kind of girl, you will
ircely need to show him.he will
d it out for himself.

" gave my husband a frantic hug.
1 sat up as stiffly as Daddy Lori-
r was doing.
Look after Hamilton Certels. He
wounded, you know." I spoke in
most controlled tone. "Don't ror-j
the little stunt I outlined. And]nember, Bob, that only you and l

1 Don Manuel know .what has be
no of Certeis."
'What has?" asked Daddy. '1 am
sakieg his roof in a most informal
nnur, but only for the reason that
is not to be found."
Job's angular jaw set hard in a way
new well. He replied briefly:
Never mind now where Certeis is.
le will teli you as you ride along.".fhen he shook hands with the men,1
loslted a formal kiss upon my brow
ha only kfhd he ever can achieve in
die.slammed the door of the auto
1 gave an order to the driver.
)ur flight from the hacienda must
re been spectacular. The gang ol
ectives, ex-cowboys and border
venturers, which Morrison had dls
sad as Mexican bandits, had made:
dr unexpected and dramatic attack
in the hacienda by the use of ar-;red care. For once in my life 1
tnd myself traveling with ah es

t!Our car was preceded and fol-'
ted by a guard1.
3ene Archer sat by Daddy Lorimer
the comfortable rear seat. Morri
1 and I faced him. Archer was
alt and white and very .wretched,tertheless, he was inclined to sec
i comedy of the situation as well
its tragedy. jIff we tore and I did not look back,
d I done so, I would have disgracedself by weeping. My nerves were
npy in consequence of the week's
tentures and my tired brain refused
accept Bob's logic. Our flight from
hacienda seemed cowardly to me

bought that we were deserting Bcb
1 Chi*ys and Snecice. nf
ildn't blame Daddy and Morrison.Ither of Ihem knew about tho dan'sof tho secret chambers and dunins.liketombs.and even If theyknow, they were bother sb stub-,
n.
Dur cars swerved violently. Daddyirlnianded tho chaufreur, who boneembarassed. He stopped tho car1 experimented with his controls.
iene Archer gave us the first hint
our real danger.
'Another shake," he said. "That!sn't a careless skid, Mr. Lorimer.

oks oa,tommv,h& jtti? looks like. uw,
<tk? Vou ! 11-'

TT/ No i pour.
. i look like
fgto |_ mother.-

f AND TH
We didn't hit a bump. I think the t
quake is coming on again." j

"In that case, 1 suppose we are just l
as well off here as anywhere eteef
Daddy querried.

"Better, perhaps," Archer answered. ]"The earth may swallow us up. Mr. jMorrimer, but there are no roofs and '

no walls to topple down on us." 1"Bob is under a roof! And Chrys! i
Go back! Please." I begged. <
Daddy put a hand on mine. His com- I

posure in the face of danger made me !
ashamed. e
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Hearts Win in Valentine's i'ii
Day Contest1,!<It matters little whether St. Val- '

en tine's Day guest be children or|'"grown-ups".the day is calculated |Jto make them
_ receptive to simple j:forms of merriment. A suggestion (< > !1

a hostess may be found in the fatnl-iliar game of quoits. .

Hearts for Rings.
Heart-shaped rings are made oflloflW mtoA frt iVifAiw »! -

'
. V.M.T.7 nuc, U'Cl lilO BlaXcB,
These rings are wound with satin i
ribbon, or rod crepe paper. Stakes
mayo be chosen and arranged at will.
For instance, one stake may he an
upright piece of wood on a pedestal,the whole, covered with gift paper, to
represent Wealth. The heart-shaped
rings which go over this each count
five points. Then, for a second stake,
a tali tin horn may be set in a
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vreath of lanrel. representing Fame.'
Hearts looping thW horn count (en w
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Love Scores High. .
A third upright, wound with pink '~

Japer, with the pedestal wreathed in
japer roses, mar represent Love,
rwenty-rtve points are won by each
Jlayer throwing a heart over this U
(lake. And eo on through the list c«
>f qualities and ambitions, according fo
o the originality of the hostess. LI
Should the party be for children, one ci
itake to catch their interest might si
Je made of white, with a white dove di
luspended above it to represent Good, to
less. Hearts looping this might count
iO points. T
The limit on scores may be set m

it 500, or may mount higher should [odie hostess want the game to last|b<
onger, In order to fit with other ar- it;
angments for the evening.' Awardsj oi
nay be the heart-shaped hoops, or z
imall favors with other Valentine's
Day significance.
Common house sparrows fly at the

-ate of 72 miles an hour.

white cream that does wooden lor a had complraiop.Remove# Tan, Moth-petchea, Pimple*, Eeaeaia, etc.
The Auto Woman*! Protection. Elennt for man
after baring. MAIL |1 .?5. f ree Booklet.
Dr. C. H. Berry Cm.. 3978 Michigan Are.. Chicago
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[arbingers of a N
Are Radiantly Re
novations that you will wi

rnueh that is new and interes
ig Apparel Display here is a v<
;s and will fascinate you wi
is and one of the most interest
3play is so much earlier than
satisfying and leisurely select

;PRING SUITS '

;PRING COATS
SPRING FROCKS
;PRING MILLINERS
2ring in generous groups thr<
eady for the inspection of you
newest when it is newest. We
iugh.you have to see for yo

(tifoaoodbCf fat§LuatiJg
i

V4HN NOT?
.IL
No I , * If

A Chicago business firm pays a bon-iiM
of *100 to any employe who tm-ga

unccs a now baby in his family.]

Sore Throat Wisdom! vfTo relieve Sore Throat you must get at
e scat of the disrate, removing the :J:
use. TONSUJNE is prepared and skid®
r that one purpose. A dose of TONStNEtaken upon the first appearaireSore Throat may save long days; of:kness. Use a little Sore Throat wis-Si
un and buy a botUe of TONStUfcE

aagjartIiroat Kemedy.best known and rjltost effective and most used. Look ~ P
r the long necked fellow on the /H »tile when you go to the drug 19
ire to get it SSc. and 60c. Hoe- [>I 5tal Size. $1.00. All Druggists.

EXCESSIVE ACIDITY I
is at the bottom of most

KiMOIDS
for indigettion afford pieasi
ing and prompt relief from
the distress of acid-dyspepsia,

MADE BY SCOTT A BOWNE
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